VI
He holds the helm; beside him sits the maid; Her arms around her lover's form are twined; Her head upon her lover's breast is laid; Pressed to his heart, in tenderest rest reclined, Lulled by the symphony of wave and wind, To lonely isles and citron-groves she flies (By fancy's spell in fondest dreams enshrined), Where love, and health, and peaceful thoughts
suffice, To renovate the bowers of earthly paradise.
VII
Less pure Darassah's  thoughts;   ambition's
spell Has touched his soul, and dreams of power
and fame,
But feeble yet and vague; nor knew he well, Whence those disturbed imaginations came, That touched his breast with no benignant
flame;
No state too proud, no destiny too high For her he loved, his wildest thoughts could
frame.
What might not that mysterious ring supply, That now had given her love, and life, and
liberty?
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